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SONNET  I 


UNKNOWING  of  your  deep  indifference, 
(Since  to  suppose  it  brings  me  double  harm, 
Its  pang,  with  danger  of  a  pale  defence, 
Should  you  prove  howsoever  little  warm), 
I  am  comforted  by  an  old  robbery, 

Filched  images  of  you,  gold-ringed  with  thought, 
Their  aureole  endearing  them  to  me, 

Beingofthelightthatfrommyfirethey'vecaught. 
Fear  not ;  regard  my  action  with  the  eyes 

Of  men  in  war,  when  certain  of  their  number 
Wrench  diamonds  from  the  fingers  of  the  dead; 

A  ring's  flash  may  not  dart  upon  that  slumber, 
Nor,  if  they  know,  will  any  spirit  rise, 
And  claim  an  ornament  for  that  low  bed. 


SONNET  II 


WERE  it  as  incommensurate  as  this  sea, 
That  more  than  its  vast  gulf,  must  occupy 
The  grey  rock-holes  &  chambers,  and  must  be 
Brown  weed's  refreshment,  and  with  petulant  cry 
Invade  the  fretted  cliff,  resolved  to  fling 

Its  salty  force  about  till  all  is  won, 
How  should  my  love  to  you  be  anything? 

Natheless,  I  think,  knew  you  how  many  a  sun 
Has  risen  and  faded  on  my  desperate  dreams, 

Guessed  you  with  what  pure  flame  was  interfused 
The  mould's  line  that  your  substance  was  to  fill, 
How  you  are  all  I  built  and  wove  and  mused, 
You  would,  like  night  disturbed  by  daybreak  gleams, 
Turn  almost  kind,  from  wishing  me  no  ill. 


SONNET  III 


HELEN  there  was,  and  Cleopatra,  too ; 
By  poet's  right  I  am  of  their  suitors'  train, 
Who  ache  to  be  of  those  white  Helen  slew 
By  divine  faithlessness,  or  bear  the  pain 
Of  racking  venom  for  the  Egyptian's  kiss, 
Envied  and  raised  to  a  god's  station  so. 
But  how  shall  such  a  meteor  end  as  this 

Outweigh  life's  placid  tenor,  while  I  know 
That  I  can  press  long  kisses  on  your  arm, 

And  find  that  cloud-white  place  on  your  neck's  down 
Where  your  hair's  tendrils  part,  and  free  from  harm 

Murmur  my  fondness  there?  Too  terrible 
Those  lofty  victories:  and  1,  poor  fool, 

Appraise  your  smile  beyond  Cleopatra's  frown. 


SONNET  IV 


TV    T  I GHT  swims  with  stars :  Lilith,  her  ambered  hair 

^1  Loose  over  half  the  world,  broods  wide  awake: 
.1.      i  Her  essence  pricks  the  nostrils  of  each  pair 

Of  worn,  encountering  humans  with  the  ache 
Of  useless  heat,  and  sterterous,  sated  clasp. 

The  sparkling  cities  roar:  men  rise  and  shout 
How  life's  a  grape :  then,  gorged  with  it,  they  gasp 
And  fall,  gross-reeling.  Here,  no  feverish  doubt 
Makes  delving  way,  nor  urban  fretfulness : 

Your  touch  is  leaf-light,  all  your  thoughts  serene, 
Not  one  to  foil  your  smiling  lover's  guess, 

Or  guessed,  to  jar  him :  in  your  intimate  look 
Blue  surety  of  your  trust,  as  close  you  lean 

Reading  my  heart  as  much  as  our  shared  book. 


SONNET  V 


SEE,  the  slim  poplar  dowers  earth  with  leaves, 
Its  arrogant  gold  superfluity: 
See,  pettiest  weed  from  suckling  earth  receives 
Nutriment,  whence  each  bud  swells  equally: 
Can  this  so  general  considerance  sully 

Your  rare  perfection's  show?  Can  pity's  grey 
Shadow  your  bright-checked  worth?  Ah,  pitifully 

Turn  your  new-softened  loveliness  this  way.' 
So  pleaded  I,  no  subtle  conformation 

Of  marshalled  word,  but  bare  simplicity: 
As  cipher  men  that  with  great  heroes  move 

Thrill  with  proximity,  so  I  drew  consolation 
From  the  mere  faint  addressing  of  my  plea, 
Whose  unsuccess  could  never  change  my  love. 


SONNET  VI 


LOVE  flies  me  over  heath  and  mountain-brakes: 
I  spied  her  thin-veined  ankle  near  a  fir, 
And  now,  too  quickly  for  the  vigilant  snakes, 
Quicker  than  any  glance,  I  follow  her: 
And  in  between  my  panting  steps  there  drums 

A  jubilant  thought,  soft-knocking  on  my  brain: 
Though  in  my  tortured  temples  sickness  hums, 

And  though  the  briars  bar  with  strings  of  pain, 
Soon,  soon  her  slender  strength  must  fail,  and  soon 

She's  prisoned  in  my  arms.  She  has  your  hair, 
And  the  young  lily  rondures  of  your  breasts : 
And  held  trembling  in  the  aromatic  noon, 
Her  eyes,  your  eyes,  will  lose  their  frightened  stare, 
Hermouth,yourmouth,yieldtomymouth'srequests. 
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SONNET  VII 


I  CAN  NOT  tell  if  dream  was  on  my  eyes: 
But  in  your  little  forest  of  dark  hair 
My  face  was  buried:  no  more  sad  surmise, 
But  the  warm  paradise  of  your  resting  there, 
Bone  to  my  bone,  flesh  to  my  breathing  flesh, 

Toppled  my  senses  from  their  fixed,  high  place, 
And  watchful  Reason  could  no  more  enmesh 

My  flying  thought:  and  by  that  white  embrace, 
I  knew  myself  transfigured.  Yet,  so  armed 

With  each  conceivable  virtue  is  Love's  power, 
That  even  in  that  superb  and  bondless  hour 

I  might  not  err:  but  thought: '  She  is  that  well 
Of  beauty,  whence  whoever  draws  is  charmed 

And  changed:  but  cool  and  changeless  is  the  spell.' 
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SONNET  VIII 


I  COULD  not  say  c  My  love  was  poor  and  green,' 
Since  your  return  had  given  it  reddest  savour: 
And  being  so  potent,  I  could  not  demean 
The  fervid  influence  that  brought  it  favour: 
No,  no,  our  loves  were  not  at  fault:  but  stars, 
Conjunct  in  brilliant  bane,  or  fevered  gods 
Of  trodden  city  stones  set  all  the  bars 

To  my  short  bliss.  The  undeliberate  nods 
Of  eyeless  Dooms  could  answer  for  my  fears. 

And  yet,  I  know  you  are  not  innocent; 
I  know  your  words  and  backward-taunting  eyes 
Were  all  your  own.  With  a  look  Orpheus  sent 
His  dear  to  darkness  from  recaptured  skies : 

But  you'll  not  make  the  panther  cringe  with  tears. 


SONNET  IX 


TH  E  afternoon  has  zoned  with  chrysoprase 
The  wide  park,  and  the  statues  of  the  pond: 
Voices  are  few  and  murmurous.  O  days 
And  fragile  seasons,  withering  my  fond 
Relics  of  passion,  you  must  be  philtre-drowned, 

Envenomed  by  incredible  sorcery! 
For  one  day  brought  my  tower  to  the  ground, 

And  the  next  rained  upon  the  ruin.  See, 
Goddess  of  treasures,  how  in  the  grey  stream 

Mercy  and  softness,  the  heart's  ready  throb, 
All  your  unthinking  gifts,  are  caught  and  gone: 

And  dumb  from  parting's  crash  that  felled  the  dream, 
I  may  not  have  the  fountain's  healing  sob, 
Only  the  calm  of  its  upbearing  stone. 


SONNET  X 


THE  drained  glass  clattering,  song  warmly  roused, 
Innocuous  hope,  bubbles  of  thin  delight 
Feast  the  new  year,  too  soon  received  and  housed 
In  the  large  hall  of  days.  Through  frigid  night 
Retires  the  last.  For  you,  O  once  adored, 

I  will  not  tear  his  cloak  with  malediction : 
Most  unbenignant  was  he,  and  abhorred 

For  a  full  store  of  harshness  and  affliction : 
But  soft!  He  never  shall  be  quite  condemned! 

During  his  cruel  reign  it  was,  we  two 
Stood  for  a  moment  on  a  crest  of  fire, 

Ruling  by  love,  as  sylphs  and  peris  do, 
The  world's  tides  by  our  radiant  bodies  stemmed, 
You  with  your  beauty,  I  with  my  desire. 
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